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and conflicting emotions of the last days, poor
Mary was completely overcome.

"The heat made her faint," wrote Shelley, "it was neces-
sary at every stage that she should repose. I was divided
between anxiety for her health and terror lest our pursuers
should arrive. I reproached myself with not allowing her
sufficient time to rest, with conceiving any evil so great that
the slightest portion of her comfort might be sacrificed to
avoid it.

" At Dartford we took four horses, that we might outstrip
pursuit. We arrived at Dover before four o'clock"

"On arriving at Dover," writes Mary,1 "I was refreshed by
a sea-bath. As we very much wished to cross the Channel
with all possible speed, we would not wait for the packet of
the following day (it being then about four in the afternoon),
but hiring a small boat, resolved to make the passage the
same evening, the seamen promising us a voyage of two hours.

" The evening was most beautiful; there was but little wind,
and the sails flapped in the flagging breeze; the moon rose,
and night came on, and with the night a slow, heavy swell
and a fresh breeze, which soon produced a sea so violent as
to toss the boat very much. I was dreadfully sea-sick, and,
as is usually my custom when thus affected, I slept during the
greater part of the night, awaking only from time to time to
ask where we were, and to receive the dismal answer each
time, ' Not quite halfway.'

" The wind was violent and contrary; if we could not reach
Calais the sailors proposed making for Boulogne. They
promised only two hours' sail from shore, yet hour after hour
passed, and we were still far distant, when the moon sunk in
the red and stormy horizon and the fast-flashing lightning
became pale in the breaking day.

" We were proceeding slowly against the wind, when sud-
denly a thunder squall struck the sail, and the waves rushed

1 Journal of a Six Weeks' Tour.